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“SYNESTHESIA” OPENS SOON AT JOHNSON CENTER 


Continuing its multi- 
city tour, the Aurora 
Light Orchestra will be 
bringing its innovative 
show “Synesthesia” to 
Minneapolis. The title is 
derived from the name 
for arare mental anomaly 
in which one type of 
stimulation evokes the 
sensation of another, 
as when the seeing of a 


particular word consistently 
produces the visualization 
of a color. The title is 
appropriate; the audience 
is provided with sensory 
induction headbands so 
thatthey can feel sensations 
that are generated by 
the non-musician cast 
members. The combined 
effect of music and tactile 
sensation is stunning, and 


critical acclaim for the 
performance has been 
overwhelming. Tickets 
for the entire Minneapolis 
run were sold out within 
minutes. For those who 
managed to snag some 
- this highly erotic, adults- 
only show should heat 
up the tail end of this 
Minnesota winter very 
nicely. 





Golden sunshine poured down like honey on the city of Phoenix. An 
attractive couple walked hand in hand soaking it up. “Let’s enjoy it while we 
can, Sheila,” the young man said. “After tonight we’re off to Minneapolis. 
I saw on the news they just had a dump of 15 inches of snow.” 

Sheila turned and smiled at her partner. “Actually, Pm looking 
forward to the next leg. My twin sister lives in Minneapolis.” She used 
her free hand to brush a lock of her gorgeous blonde hair off her face. 
Everything about Sheila was gorgeous, especially her full, luscious bosom. 
It was that bosom and her talent with it that secured her place in the cast 
of Synesthesia. The man she was accompanying was more than just her 
friend: he was her instrument. 

Jason was a handsome man with a roguish smile under sandy hair, 
but that wasn’t important to his role. His brain’s anatomy was particularly 
suited to providing a data stream representing his sensations to the audience’s 
induction headbands. Furthermore, he had the sang-froid to get and keep 
a hard-on in front of an audience of five thousand people. Finally, he had 
the sort of rapport with Sheila that he could respond to her and come on 
her cue. This was vital because Sheila played first-chair boob-job. 

It was said more euphemistically in the playbill, of course. She 
was the “prime mammarist.” But “boob-job” was indeed Sheila’s part. She 
was good at it, too. Any cock between her breasts was the happiest cock 
in the world, and as she interpreted the orchestra’s music with variations 
of tempo and movement and pressure on her instrument, the audience felt 
every nuance. 

The two reached the Artist’s Entrance to the auditorium, and Jason 
gallantly held the door open for Sheila. It was still well before the start of the 





show, but the two were not the first pair to arrive. All the sensation players had regular 
routines they went through with their instrument-partners with the end of putting them 
at a predictable level of arousal right at curtain time. It was worth the extra effort — a 
lost erection or a premature climax would mar the artistic quality of the performance. 

As her eyes adjusted to the change in light, Sheila saw another of the sensation 
performers talking with one of the understudies. The import of that prompted Sheila to 
speak up. “Hi, Christy. Hi, Joan. There”s nothing wrong with Carol, I hope.” 

Christy usually played third cunnilinguist with Carol as her instrument. She 
answered, “Actually, yes. Cramps. Carol doesn't get them very often, but when she 
does they’re murder. We wouldn't want to inflict that on the house. So Joan and I are 
taking extra time to make sure we’ve got our stories straight.” 

“You’ll both do fine, I’m sure,” Sheila said out loud. Privately, she was a little 
worried. Christy was third chair because she could be a little uncontrolled. Her technique 
was fine — better than fine! Sheila knew that from personal experience. Once or twice 
she’d had Christy’s pretty little mouth on her own pussy and had had orgasms that 
practically turned her inside out. But Christy wasn't as good at reading her instrument- 
partner’s subtle signs. Some nights Carol had to pull the plug on her pickup headband 
to keep the audience from feeling her come when it wasn’t esthetically appropriate. 
Some extra rehearsal seemed warranted. 

“We should start our own routine, hon,” Jason said. “You two, break a leg!” He 
walked with Sheila to the little room that had been set aside for their preparations. The 
two began to disrobe. As usual, when Sheila released the stays on her F-cup brassiere 
it practically exploded off her. She used her hands briefly to cradle herself and let her 
orbs get used to the idea of being unsupported. The skin was sensuously soft against 
her hands: she treated her breasts to expensive emollients twice a day to keep them in 
top condition. Although there wasn't a trace of silicone in their make-up, they seemed 
almost unreal with their full, forward carriage. Their very existence seemed to mock 
Newton and his law of Universal Gravitation. 

Paradoxically, Sheila and Jason began their routine for becoming properly 
aroused quite simply. They simply lay down together on the bed and rested in each 
other’s arms. Jason felt that it helped him achieve performance intensity consistently 
1f he began with quiet time. Sometimes they even dozed off, but that day they simply 
lay still. When at the appointed hour a timer beeped, Sheila began to gently move. She 
rocked her body, gently moving her breasts against her instrument's chest. For his part, 
he began to fantasize about them and about how good they would make him feel on 
stage. 

Predictably, the blood in his cock began in pulse. Sheila gauged how things 
were going, and when she could feel Jason's member stiff and hard against her thigh, 
she moved away from him. He groaned slightly in negation. That was a good sign to 
Sheila’s reckoning. She needed him warm, but not sizzling. Not yet! 

Sheila sat herself down in a recliner chair and spread her legs wide apart. Her 
hand moved between her thighs and began to touch and explore. Jason grinned and 
watched closely just as he ought. He devoured her with his eyes, moving from lovely 
face to rounded bosom to moistening slit. They murmured little encouragements at 
each other, and Sheila began to move her hand with greater definition. Jason’s arousal 
was vital, but Sheila's was also important. Her performance would be inadequate if 
her motivation was stale. Once on stage she couldn't just phone it in, she had to want 
to please Jason for him to give his all. She had to want to feel him come all over her 
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throat at the moment the score called for it. Sheila did feel these things, and 
so she’d never missed her cues in performance. 

At precisely ten minutes to curtain time, Sheila suddenly moved 
her hand faster and brought herself to climax all in a rush. Jason’s eyes 
smoldered with lust as he watched her body twitch in time to the pulses that 
radiated out from her clitoris. When at last she could think again, Sheila’s 
eyes were bright. She purred, “Show time!” 

The two slipped into their stage robes, garments designed for easy 
access during the performance but that would slip down to cover them during 
curtain calls. Then they headed for the stage, joining the others who were 
moving to their places. By tradition, the musicians set up stage right, the 
sensation performers stage left. Jason and Sheila moved towards a strange 
looking piece of furniture, all black steel tubing and black leather padding. 
It had been custom designed for them, to support Jason reclining with Sheila 
seated where she could comfortably bring her breasts to bear on his penis. 
Once settled in, they moved their robes to expose the parts needed for the 
performance. Then Sheila began to “tune up” her instrument. 

Sheila gently took Jason's cock in her hands and began to move 
her fingers lightly over its surface. He was turned away from the audience, 
while she was facing it, and while she worked, she glanced out at the house. 
A quirky smile played over her face, and she felt no small amount of pride 
that of those who had binoculars, it was at her that they were directed. The 
other sensation performers tuning up were doing things equally erotic to 
their instruments, but Sheila had the “breasts from heaven” as one critic 
had put it. All eyes were on her. 
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At last the hour arrived and the concertmaster came onto the stage 
and bowed. At his signal, the oboe sounded the A note for the orchestra to 
tune to. The traditional strangely ordered cacophony followed, and then 
the conductor walked from the wings to the podium. He waited for the 
applause to die down, then tapped his baton for the orchestra”s attention. 

Unsurprisingly, the first selection was Ravel’s “Bolero”. Best to 
use a selection linked in the audience’s imagination with the sex act to 
ease them into the nature of the performance. Sheila had a solo part at the 
beginning of the piece, and when the conductor brought his baton down 
to start the first measure, she let her nipple trace a swirling line down the 
long length of Jason’s cock. There was a collective gasp from the house as 
their electronic headbands let them feel Jason’s sensations as if they were 
their own. 

A slight smile spread over Sheila’s lips as the music moved on 
to the next phrase. She played on her instrument, lightly drawing the soft 
flesh of her bosom against Jason, first on the left and then on the right. 
As the music continued, she refused to move faster than the rhythm the 
musicians were keeping, knowing from experience that the audience was 
already being teased, craving more. When the first reprise ofthe main theme 
began, she thrust down, burying Jason's cock fully and firmly between 
her cleavage, but then stopped. There were moans of negation from the 
audience, however, they were quickly followed by gasps as the fellatrixes 
took up where Sheila had left off, but starting off once more from the level 
of a tantalizing tease. 

The music played on, with the audience captivated by the intensity 
of the sensations their headbands induced in them. Starting with the third 
reprise, Sheila became the interpretation of the horns. In sync with their 
notes she yanked upwards repeatedly with her breasts on Jason’s penis. 
Each stroke caused the audience to shiver in sympathy in their seats. Then 
when the piece began its final tumultuous reprise, a waiting pair of sensation 
players plugged in and plunged into urgent, insistent intercourse. Jason 
and Sheila watched them as they pounded their loins together in time with 
the pounding rhythm of the music. The audience twitched in their seats, 
feeling it, too. And when the orchestra held the final dramatic phrase, the 
couple came hard. Their bodies sagged in satiation just as the final tumbling 
arpeggio spilled out from the musicians. Sheila peered out at the darkened 
house. She barely discerned that the audience looked utterly spent. She 
smiled. 

The final piece in the program had been commissioned specifically 
for “Synesthesia.” The individual movements had been conceived to 
highlight the natural pace of the diverse pleasuring techniques of the 
sensation players. The composer had given the movements playful names 
like Benjamin Britten had done for his “Simple Symphony.” For example, 
the passage entitled “Hasty Hands” was a frantic romp tossed back and forth 
between the violin and flute at presto time. It was perfect for emphasizing 





the pace and urgent intensity that among the sex acts only a hand job can deliver. 

As the other movements played in turn, Sheila and Jason waited, unplugged. 
She kept his prick warm and contented between her cleavage, cuddling it just enough 
to keep it firm. Then as the allegro, “Tantalizing Tongues” was coming, literally, to its 
climax, Sheila used her own tongue. She bent her head down to where the tip of Jason’s 
cock protruded from between her breasts. She licked with a fluttering motion all around 
the sensitive rim. A slight increase in the pressure against her breastflesh signaled her 
as his erection stiffened to maximum hardness. The penultimate movement ended, and 
they plugged back in. Jason's eyes sparkled with the anticipation of the reward that 
awaited him at the end of this, the finale. 

The conductor raised his baton and sketched the time. The tympani began to 
pound out a compelling rhythm at the natural frequency of Sheila’s ponderous breasts. 
She started simply, bouncing her abundance up and down while applying a firm inward 
pressure. The audience had by this time been subjected to many vicarious orgasms; 
Sheila needed to start with a demanding stimulation that would reach out from Jason’s 
mind, through the electronics, and grab the exhausted audience by their clits and cocks 
and force them to respond one last time. Sheila smiled. The collective moan of the 
audience, an octave below the sustained note the cellos were carrying, let her know 
that her talents hadn’t failed her. 

As the woodwinds piped in, Sheila interpreted their voices as variations in pace 
and pressure. A flute soared high, and Sheila imparted a thrilling shimmy to her orbs 
that vibrated her instrument. Then the score called for a change of key. At that exact 
second, a waiting intern squirted warm massage oil between Sheila’s breasts. There 
was a muted gasp from the audience as the sudden change of sensation hit them. Sheila 
teased her audience for several bars with slow, milking up-strokes with her now oily 
cleavage. Finally, the orchestra changed key again and reiterated the original theme. For 
a second time, Sheila pounded out the insistent beat she’d begun with. Only this time 
she didn’t hold back or slow down. Jason went with it, and just as the orchestra reached 
a crescendo, so did he. Sheila smiled when she felt his cum splash, body warm, all over 
her neck. Right on cue, as always, she thought. She milked the last of the emission out 
of him in several pulling stokes in time with the last dramatic notes of the movement. 
Then with a bang, the performance was over and Sheila freed her instrument from its 
loving captivity. 

For a time, there was no applause from the audience. This orchestra was used 
to that — the patrons were too dazed to think coherently for a bit. But finally someone 
out there in the darkened house pulled their wits together enough to clap, and it quickly 
rose to a mighty roar as the rest joined in. The sensation players pulled their robes 
together and rose to take their bows as well. “I think we reached them tonight,” Jason 
said, initiating a little ritual he had with his partner. 

“We sure did,” Sheila said, giving the other half of the rite. “There’s not a dry 
seat in the house!” 














After their curtain calls, Jason and Sheila joined the others filing off 
the stage toward the wings. The orchestra’s business manager, Ted Reynolds, 
was congratulating everyone on a job well done. He also mentioned, “Our 
charter flight to Minneapolis leaves promptly at 11:00 AM. Anyone who 
misses it has to find there own way there by the day after tomorrow.” He 
grinned specifically at Sheila and Jason. “And don’t you two give me a heart 
attack by cutting it close. You're the first thing the audience feels, and the 
last. What we’d do if you weren’t there I don't know.” 

Sheila and Jason returned Ted’s infectious grin. He was an older 
man and rather a father figure to all the cast. “We’ll make the charter flight, 
don’t worry,” Jason assured him. They made their way to their dressing room 
and began cleaning themselves up and getting some of the massage oil off 
themselves. The auditorium didn't have showers and a hasty wipe was the 
best they could do until they reached their respective hotels. The two didn't 
room together — none of the sensation players roomed with their instrument 
partners. They could too easily become lovers who would then naturally 
have lover’s spats that could throw of their timing during performance. 

But they did socialize together somewhat so as to develop rapport, 
and so Jason wasn't surprised when Sheila said, “My sister’s invited me 
over for dinner tomorrow night in Minneapolis. Would you like to come 
along?” 

“Sure. That would be nice. A real home cooked meal would be a 
welcome change.” 

“You’ll get that. Our mom taught us our way around a kitchen. Shall 
I meet you in the lobby of your hotel at say, 5:00?” 

“TII be ready and waiting.” 

“Okay,” Sheila said brightly. “Well, Pm off. Sleep tight.” 

“You, too.” 


The next evening, a taxi dropped them off at a modest suburban 
house in the Twin Cities. As the two were walking up the icy driveway, 
Sheila cleared her throat diffidently. “Say, I know I probably don’t have to 
say this to you, but... when we meet my sister, don’t stare. Okay?” 

Jason looked over at her quizzically. “I wouldn’t stare at someone. 
What, does she have a disability or something?” 

“No, she’s looks perfectly fine when she’s standing by herself. But 
when the two of us are side by side...” 

Just then the door to the house opened and a woman came bounding 
out. “Sheila!” she squealed excitedly, and wrapped her sister in a big bear 
hug. As Jason took in the scene he was glad to be ignored for a moment so 
that he could get himself under control so as not to stare. The two women 
had the same face, the same height, the same everything, except for one 
enormous difference. Sherri was as flat as a board. Jason was at a loss to 


understand how one twin could have the world’s most perfect bosom while 
the other could have none at all. 

Just before the sisters broke their embrace, Jason managed to 
compose himself and paste a calm but pleased expression on his face. “And 
this is Jason,” Sheila said, turning to him. 

Sherri looked at Jason, smiling. “I feel I almost know you. Sheila 
has written so much about you in her letters. ve wanted to meet her 
handsome boyfriend.” 

Sheila demurred. “Jason and I aren’t boyfriend and girlfriend. We 
have to maintain a rather strange, ‘close but reserved’ relationship to do 
our parts in the show properly. I’m still going with John, although he only 
gets to see me between tours.” 

“Oh.” Sherri cocked her head for a moment, readjusting her thinking. 
“Then...I’ ve always wanted to meet her handsome...uh, instrument. Come 
inside, it’s freezing out here.” 

The three went inside and Sherri gestured towards her living room. 
“Take off your coats. Have a seat. I’m just finishing up some antipasti to 
start us off.” She moved in the direction opposite the one indicated and 
began to slice a block of cheese. 

Jason and Sheila took off their snowy shoes and went into the living 
room. While Sherri puttered in the kitchen, Jason leaned over towards Sheila 
and whispered, “How?” 

Sheila had no doubt about what was meant. Sotto voce, she answered, 
“She got ovarian cancer when we were twelve. The treatment worked, but 
included hormone blockers that stopped her from ever developing.” 

“Ah,” Jason acknowledged. Now that his minimum curiosity was 
satisfied, good manners kept him from probing further. He settled back in 
his chair, happy that this minor mystery was solved. But his respite was 
short, for moments later Sherri came back into the living room with two 
trays of appetizers. Sherri stepped around her housecat, who took it into 
her head to move suddenly. She tottered, then mostly found her balance. 
But her knee barked sharply against the corner of the coffee table. “Ouch!” 
both sisters cried at exactly the same moment. 

Jason’s head snapped up. He looked about with startlement, and 
then suspicion when he saw the chagrin on both women’s faces. His eyes 
narrowed. “What just happened here?” he asked. 

The two sisters glanced at each other, their eyes exchanging the 
realization that the jig was up. “It’s our twin bond,” Sheila said, smiling 
wanly. “Sometimes we can feel what the other is feeling, especially when 
we're near each other.” Her expression became serious, and in her eyes 
was a pleading. “Please, Jason. Promise us you won’t tell anyone.” 

Sherri pleaded, too. “We’d seem like freaks at best if this got out 
in the press.” 

“Not a word. Scout’s Honor,” Jason averred. He reached out a 
reassuring hand to each of the women, who clasped it gratefully. “So...when 








did you first notice this gift?” he asked. 

Sherri chuckled. “Well, the earliest time either of us can remember 
is when I was stung by a bee. It was like when we were four years old, and 
momma just thought Sheila was crying because she was scared to hear me 
carrying on. But we knew differently, though neither one of us said so...” 


Later, after Sheila and Jason had gone, Sherri was loading the 
dishwasher. She smiled through the chore, remembering the pleasant 
evening. After keeping their secret for so many years, both sisters found it 
to be a tremendous release to at last be able to talk about it with somebody. 
Sherri had warmed to Jason immediately when in the flesh he’d matched the 
image she’d conjured in her imagination based on her sister’s letters. His 
gentle manner and ready smile matched that description in every respect. 
She was half in love with him after just one evening. 

Sherri finished in the kitchen and went to her bedroom. She shrugged 
her clothes off and slipped between her sheets. She sighed, wistfully. Sherri 
had never had much luck with boyfriends. It was a lovely fantasy, imagining 
that she could get to know Jason better. But he’d seen Sheila first; Sherri 
knew from harsh experience what that meant. In high school Sherri had used 
all manner of subterfuge to prevent any boyfriend from seeing her sister 
and realizing he’d managed to latch onto the boobless one of the pair. It 
wasn't Sheila’s fault, of course. In fact, Sheila had always gone out of her 
way to give a wide berth to any boy Sherri took a shine to. But a teenager 
can only hide her twin sister for so long. Eventually the swain would see 
Sheila, and then he never looked at Sherri in quite the same way. 

Sherri grimaced at the hand fate had dealt her. “And he's got to stay 
‘co-worker’ with her, not lover. There’s no reason I couldn't have him,” 
she murmured aloud. “It’s just not fair.” 

Sherri acted instinctively to dispel her solemn mood. She let her 
hands drift to her chest, unornamented except for protruding nipples. These 
she touched, first tentatively, then with more and more definition. At least 
fate had not also stolen sensitivity when it robbed her of size! When they 
were aroused enough for it, Sherri rolled them between her fingers and 
thumb. She worked them hard, tugging for joy rather than milk. 

Finally she was too aroused to resist the urge to put at least one of 
those hands between her thighs. The time spent at nipple play had left her 
no choice about lingering over this part of it. Sherri put a finger on each 
side of her clit and moved frantically, side to side. Her tips had made her 
fully ready and her denouement would not be long in coming. Sherri felt 
her body tense up. Her toes pointed towards the foot of the bed. She felt 
the final build up and the arrival of the “can’t stop it” moment. Then she 
was tumbling downhill. Her hand twitched in a much less regular pattern 
as it reflexively tried to prolong the golden moment. 


When that endeavor was finally proved fruitless and the spasms 
sadly came to an end, Sherri’s hand slid bonelessly from her slit to the sheet. 
As sleepiness rose up to overwhelm her, her whispered voice reiterated her 
complaint. “It’s just not fair!” 


Sherri felt luxuriously soft grass under her back. A gentle breeze 
caressed her nude body and dappled sunshine warmed it. The cold and dark 
winter was left behind, and Sherri didn’t question this miracle. She let her 
eyes slip open a crack. Her lips parted in a shy smile to see Jason walking 
towards her where she lay amid a copse of trees. He was unbuttoning his 
shirt as he approached. Sherri spoke not a word. Instead, she spread her 
legs, letting her parted thighs convey her invitation. 

Jason returned her smile and continued to undress. Sherri’s eyes 
widened as his trousers fell from his waist. It went without saying that the 
man chosen to partner Sheila’s large bosom would have to be large himself, 
but Sherri shivered as that abstract awareness became manifest knowledge. 
Unconsciously, her genitals twitched at the sight of his manhood. Jason, 
noticing, grinned and his cock began to rise. 

He knelt down beside her. Sherri rotated her body slightly and 
arched her back towards him, making a plain offering of her nipple. 
Obligingly, Jason bent down and took it into his mouth. Lightly at first, 
then with gathering fervor, he pulled at the little pink organ with his lips 
and tongue. Sherri whimpered in her pleasure, just barely cognizant that 
although Jason was sucking, an indefinable something seemed to be flowing 
into her though her nipple. 

Jason leaned over her body to attend to her neglected right breast. 
Sherri raised her hands to his head and raked her fingers through his hair, 
murmuring encouragement. Then an unaccustomed pressure intruded on 
her awareness. She parted her eyelids slightly and was astounded to see 
womanly curves where there had always been none. “Yes!” she sighed 
happily. “More!” 

Jason redoubled his oral efforts and Sherri squealed in reaction. 
The weight on her chest increased palpably. She moved her hands to the 
side of her new endowments. Their natural resilience was a sensual pleasure 
against her palms. 

For some time Sherri just let herself be suckled. Jason took turns 
— a while on the right, then on the left. All the while Sherri cuddled her 
new bosom as she continued to grow. She demurred not when she reached 
her famous sister’s abundance, but let her lover’s magic mouth carry her 
beyond, and then far beyond. Hands were made inadequate: it took her full 
arms to cuddle her breasts now. Even so, she was far too large to get her 
hands to touch when reaching around her abundance. 

“Be in me, honey,” she whispered at long last. Jason shift himself 








to lie between her legs, and also between her now colossal breasts. The strength of her 
full arms was not enough to lift them. She instead exerted what pressure she could to 
nudge them together, clasping Jason's torso. Her nether lips kissed the head of his cock, 
then parted to take his full length in greedily. Her few previous lovers had not nearly 
filled her up so well. She paused for a moment to fully savor the sensation. 

Sherri wriggled her hips to encourage Jason to move. He obeyed, pulling his 
cock in and out of her, tugging demandingly at her clitoris at the same time. She pressed 
her arms together, trying to enclose him utterly in the lush ravine between her vast 
globes. “Sheila can titty-fuck your cock, but only I can titty-fuck your whole body,” 
she declared proudly. 

Sheila put her arms on automatic pilot and let her whole consciousness flow 
to her vulva. She thought of nothing by the way her sweet spot was twitching to and 
fro as her lover”s strokes alternately pulled and released it. Carelessly she drifted up to 
the peak and tumbled over into passion’s oblivion. 

Then, gratefully, she returned her full attention to Jason. She used her arms to 
move her encircling bosom more enticingly against his sides and back. She squeezed 
her vagina in rhythm to his strokes to heighten his pleasure. She cooed endearments 
into his ear. Soon she was rewarded as his breaths shortened and became ragged. His 
body tensed within the grasp of her seemingly endless cleavage. Finally, the moment 
came and he thrust against her in wild abandon. Finally, spent, he relaxed down upon 
her. 

Sherri disengaged her arms from her massive breasts. She instead moved her 
hands to cradle Jason’s head, supporting it against her cheek. She smiled to feel the 
sweet, stretched sensation between her legs slowly diminish as his spent cock’s erection 
began to fade. She wanted the moment to go on forever. 


The alarm clock blared out its clarion call, and Sherri was rudely cast out from 
paradise. “Fuck!” she swore, feelingly. Her arms that had so recently been hugging her 
dream lover flailed to pound the infernal machine into silence. Grumbling, Sherri hoisted 
herself to sit on the edge of her bed. Her bleary eyes caught sight of the comp ticket 
Sheila had given her to this coming evening’s performance of Synesthesia. Unbidden, 
a smile came to Sherri’s lips. “At least Pll be able to see if Jason measures up in reality 
to what my imagination conjured up for him.” 


That evening, Sherri entered the theater and followed the usher to her seat. 
Her ticket was a good one, up close, stage left. Some of the performers were already 
coming onto the stage. Quite soon, Sheila and Jason came on stage together and from 
all around, Sherri heard gasps and gulps. Sheila’s perfect breasts were on frank display 
and the audience reacted. Sherri’s memory of their loveliness had been dulled by time, 
but it was refreshed in an instant. She felt a stab of very unsisterly jealousy and hastened 
to try to beat it back into whatever dark crevice it had crawled from. But then she saw 
Jason's member, and 1t was everything her dream had made it out to be and a little 
more. The jealousy rallied for another assault and Sherri wrestled with it anew. Just at 
that moment Sheila and Jason spotted her and each gave her a subtle acknowledgement. 
Sherri managed to school her face into pleasant neutrality just in the nick of time. She 
waved back to the pair, who each climbed onto a strange piece of furniture. 

Suddenly Sherri felt a tap on her shoulder. An usher said, “Miss, you should 
adjust your induction headband. The performance is imminent.” 

“Of course. Thanks.” Sherri took up the headband and sorted out which side 
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needed to face front. She tried the fit, then adjusted it slightly. Satisfied, Sherri returned 
her attention to the stage. The tableau there caused her eyes to glaze with naked lust. 
Jason’s fine big cock was at full attention savoring a few tender caresses from her sister’s 
orbs. Sherri imagined how that rod would feel nestled between her own thighs instead, 
with Jason above her covering her body with his. She let her eyes close to imagine 
the moment more vividly. Applause knocked her out of her reverie as concertmaster 
arrived to tune up the orchestra. Then the conductor walked onto the stage to his own 
round of applause. She glanced stage left and observed Jason and Sheila plugging in to 
the sensation system. Immediately she felt a warmth between her legs, and a throbbing 
need. The induction headband was translating Jason’s perception of his own twitching 
erection to the audience, Sherri included. 

All of a sudden, the first bars of Bolero were heard and Sherri joined in the 
collective gasp of the audience as they all felt the teasing touch of Sheila’s breasts 
along the length of the phantom pricks their headbands were conjuring. Infinitely soft 
and sweetly warm was the skin within Sheila's cleavage, and they all experienced it 
equally. 

The performance continued, and for a while Sherri could only be swept along 
with it. But at a certain point the unfairness of it all began to gnaw at her. Sheila was 
her twin. Nature had intended for them to be the same. The perfect breasts that were 
her birthright as much as Sheila’s had been stolen from her by cruel fate. Her emotions 
roiled in her mind and mingled with the induced sensations in a heady mixture. 

Suddenly Sheila’s finale began and Sherri squeezed her eyes closed to press 
away the tears that were gathering there. / should be as big as Sheila, she cried silently. 
The phrase seemed to fit the demanding rhythm: big as Sheila...big as Sheila...big 
as Sheila. She chanted it over and over to herself as the induction band forced her to 
experience what breasts exactly “as big as Sheila” could do to a penis enclosed between 
them. If she hadn’t been as swept away she might have noticed a pressure in her chest, 
but instead she focused on the mantra she’d seized on. Big as Sheila...big as Sheila...big 
as Sheila. Then suddenly she was coming hard. She felt as Jason felt on stage, pumping 
surge after surge out of his body and onto Sheila’s lovely throat. 

The rush seemed to drain Sherri to the dregs and she slumped in her chair and 
panted heavily for a while. Buttwo things finally intruded onto her consciousness. First 
was an unaccustomed weight pressing down onto her chest. Second was a growing hue 
and cry from around the hall. Her eyes opened a crack, and then snapped full open. 
Right in front of her gaze was an enormous bosom that had burst her blouse open in its 
spectacular growth. With trembling hands she touched them. The soft skin deflected 
lightly under her fingers. She gently slid her palms under them and in wonder assessed 
their sweet weight. Suddenly she realized... she was as “big as Sheila.” 

At that moment, the noise all around her caused Sherri to look around the hall. 
She was shocked at the sight of all the women in the audience with their blouses open 
and their bras yanked up around their necks by necessity to make way for bosoms that 
were also, unaccountably, as big as Sheila’s. 








One of the ushers had called on her cell phone for help when she’d 
realized she was witnessing the unprecedented phenomenon of mass breast 
expansion. Police, medics and reporters were quickly on the scene, whether 
or not the affected women would have preferred to contemplate their new 
status out of the public eye. Their reaction seemed to run the gamut. Some 
were thrilled, others horrified, and everything in between. 

Sherri gazed at the pandemonium. A terrible suspicion began to 
form in her mind as she weighed what she was seeing against what she’d 
been thinking about during the performance. She made her way towards 
the stage, and appealed with her open arms to Jason. He pulled her up and 
she drew him and Sheila close. Unheard by others among the loud babble 
of confused questions and demands around them, Sherri whispered to the 
other two, “I think we did this.” 

“What?” the other two demanded together. 

“Shush!” Sherri hissed, looking around, chagrined. She pulled them 
even closer. “I think our twin bond went crazy — amplified by the headbands 
somehow.” 

“No! It couldn't be!” 

“All I know is I was thinking about the cancer. How I should have 
been as big as you. Then suddenly, I am as big as you.” 

“And everyone else is, too,” Jason added. “It looks like every 
woman connected to the induction system needs an F-cup bra now, like 
Sheila’s.” 

“Damn,” Sheila swore. “This is not good.” 

Sherri looked at her quizzically. “But I’ve always wanted to be as 
big as you. It’s been my fondest wish.” 

“But at least one of these other women doesn’t,” Sheila clarified. 
“There's going to be hell to pay.” 

Jason frowned in realization that Sheila was likely correct. “Maybe 
both sisters shouldn’t be here at the same time then. People with be shifting 
to a “find answers’ mode once the shock has worn off.” 

“But we shouldn’t both leave, either,” Sheila asserted. “Someone 
might say something we should hear. Jason, can you smuggle Sherri out 
the back?” 

“I should stay with her, too.” Jason turned to Sherri. “You look fine, 
but there might be a delayed reaction. You shouldn’t be alone.” 

“Okay,” Sherri assented. “And thank you.” 

The two of them ducked into the wings. Jason guided them to the 
dressing rooms where he hastily toweled off and jumped into his clothes. 
Shortly they were slipping out a backstage door unnoticed. 

Sherri got her bearings and announced, “My car is in that parking 
structure.” 

“Maybe you should let me drive. We don’t know if you’ re vulnerable 
to passing out.” 

“That makes sense,” Sherri agreed, and handed over her keys. 


Shortly they were riding in her car. “I do feel something,” she 
announced suddenly. “I’m hungry. I’m getting hungrier by the moment!” 

“Ts there a restaurant you like?” Jason asked. 

“That McDonald's is as long as I can wait!” Sherri moaned. Jason 
turned towards the golden arches. “Better use the drive-through,” she added. 
“My coat doesn’t close in the middle any more.” 

As soon as three Big Mac meals were on board, Sherri was 
devouring them. “Your growth must have consumed a lot of metabolic 
energy,” Jason speculated. 

“Mmmmhf,” Sherri grunted, her mouth full but seeming to 
agree. 

By the time she was done with her three dinners, Jason had gotten 
them to her house. “Now I'm feeling a little sleepy,” she admitted. 

“PII bet!” Jason laughed. He used her keys to open the door and 
helped Sherri inside. “I usually try to do better than McDonald's on a first 
date,” he said as he helped her into the living room. 

Sherri looked at him playfully. “So this is a date, then? ’'m glad.” 
Then her face became a little more serious. She shrugged off her coat and 
blouse. She posed so that Jason would be able to inspect her. “Do I look 
all right? I’m not...unbalanced or anything, am I?” 

Jason assayed her from several angles, but then smiled. “They’re 
the most beautiful breasts I've ever seen. And it's not bragging to say, 
“coming from me, that means something.”” 

Sherri squealed with joy and hugged Jason hard. Then a new 
consideration gave her pause. “I hope I haven't lost sensitivity.” She tugged 
Jason’s hands so they tumbled together onto the couch. “Could you...test 
me?” she asked artfully. Somehow these new breasts gave her a confidence 
she’d always lacked. 

“Sure, honey,” he assured her, and bent his head towards her bosom. 
He took one of the pink tips in his mouth and swirled around it a few times 
with his tongue. 

Sherri's body stiffened so powerfully and so suddenly that Jason 
yanked his head out of contact, afraid that he’d hurt her. But then her arms 
snaked around his had and mashed him back against her breast. “Don’t 
stop!” she pleaded. 

Nonplussed, Jason complied with her command, suckling her in 
earnest. She let out a long, inarticulate moan, then murmured, “So good...” 
She writhed and squirmed, buffeting Jason”s face with her new pillows. He 
shifted his weight to bring his hand to bear on her left breast. He brushed 
the bud lightly with his fingertips. “Pinch!” she sobbed, and Jason became 
more assertive. He kneaded the already stiffened organ firmly. 

An ululation on a rising note was torn from Sherri’s throat. She 
reached the upper limit of her voice and then spasmed convulsively. Then 
she lay quite still. Jason stopped what he was doing, suddenly afraid. But 
when he pulled back, Sherri’s smile was angelic. 








“Made me...come!” she whispered, awestruck. “Right. ..here.” She 
gestured feebly towards the nipple he’d been suckling. “So...wonderful. 
Worn...out.” Though her beatific smile didn’t fade, her eyes flicked and 
closed. She snored softly. 

Jason got to his feet quietly and gazed affectionately down at her 
lovely form, sleeping the sleep of the blessed. He retreated to an overstuffed 
chair a few feet away. As he sat down to continue his vigil, he murmured 
to himself, “As first dates go — not bad!” 


In the morning, Sherri roused up to the scent of coffee brewing. 
She started slightly at the idea of someone else being in her house. That 
movement, however, caused her weight to shift in unfamiliar ways and she 
recalled her new reality in a rush. So instead, she relaxed and smiled. It 
was Jason, of course, still watching over her and needing caffeine to stay 
awake to do it. It was pleasant to be the subject of his concern. 

The sun peeking in past the curtain implied that she’d slept long and well. 
She sat up fully. Her huge new breasts conceded very little to gravity’s pull 
as she did so. On close examination, there were a few silvery stretch marks 
here and there. But on the whole, their surface was smooth and luxurious to 
the touch. She lightly pinched the buds and shivered anew with the almost 
irresistible pleasure they provided. 

Just then, Jason padded in on sock feet, catching her unawares. For 
a fraction of an instant she thought reflexively of covering up her semi- 
nudity. But then she realized she wanted him to see her. She wanted him 
to feel drawn to her new femininity. And it wasn’t as if he was likely to be 
embarrassed by her display — he got public titty-fucks on stage for heaven’s 
sake! 

Indeed, when Jason saw that she was awake he only asked, “Coffee? 
It’s a fresh pot.” He offered her the cup in his hand. 

“Thank you. You’re sweet to have stayed up all night on my 
account.” 

“I was happy to do it.” 

“Is there any chance we could have a second date while you’ re in 
town,” Sherri asked. 

“Td like a second date, but I have no idea what happens next. 
Clearly we're not going to give our regular concert tomorrow night. We 
don’t have an explanation for what happened to last night’s crowd.” 

“You do have an explanation,” Sherri said, suddenly serious. “The 
question is: will you use it?” 

“Of course not. I gave Scout's Honor, remember.” 

She smiled, believing him instinctively. “T m glad.” 

He returned her smile, but then a thought occurred to him, “I wonder 
if we made the morning news?” 


“TIl turn on the 3D,” Sherri said, and moved to do so. The holo- 
image appeared and it was indeed coverage of the strange occurrence at 
the concert. 

Just at that moment, Jason's phone beeped for attention. He 
inspected it, then told Sherri, “It’s Sheila on the link. Suppose you watch 
the report, and Pll compare notes with her. 

Sherri nodded assent, and Jason went to the kitchen, the better to 
hear his partner. “Jason, is my sister all right?” 

“As right as rain as far as I can tell. She was hungry - and then 
sleepy - but she’s awake now and feeling fine. 

“Thank heaven. Most of the other affected women were taken to 
hospitals and all of those seem to be all right except for their expanded 
breasts. But I was still worried. Do you think she can be left alone? Ted 
has called a staff meeting this afternoon.” 

“I was expecting that. I think Sherri will be fine. PI make the 
meeting unless something unforeseen happens.” 

“Thanks again for staying with her. I appreciate it more than you 
know.” 

“No problem. I'll be in touch. Bye.” 


At mid-morning, Sherri drove her self to the mall, dressed in the 
largest sweatshirt she owned. It still wasn’t anywhere near big enough and 
compressed her rather uncomfortably. Jason had offered to stay with her if 
she needed it, but she had insisted he go to his meeting. She felt fine, and 
though she was smitten by Jason and wouldn’t have minded him seeing 
more of her, dragging him clothes shopping seemed a cruel way to repay 
him for his efforts on her behalf. 

Sherri had never worn a bra, never needed one. So she went directly 
to a specialty lingerie shop and put herself in the shop girl’s hands. It felt 
strange to submit to the arcane procedures the attendant used assess her 
needs. Sherri was measured below the bust and then around her maximum 
circumference. The difference, the girl explained, was translated into cup 
size by a formula. 

Several candidate brassieres provided with “F” cups were offered 
up for Sherri’s consideration. She let the luxuriously soft texture of one 
commend it to be tried on first. It wasn’t an easy task. Sherri found it to be 
exceedingly difficult to fasten the hook-and-loop clasps behind her back. 
Finally she took the attendant’s advice to turn the garment backside-front 
and then turn it after she had fastened it. Sherri was surprised that the 
expedient was necessary: she’d watched other women fasten and unfasten 
their bras all her life without seeming complication. Apparently practice 
made perfect. 

At length, Sherri picked the one that provided the best mixture 








of femininity and support. After buying several garments in her preferred 
style, she directed her steps toward a more conventional clothing store to 
buy the blouses she*d need to cover it all up. 


Jason rallied with Sheila at her hotel and together they walked 
towards the auditorium. Sheila said, “I was watching the news at lunch. 
The medical tests on the affected women still keep coming up negative. 
There's no sign of pathology and no hint of an explanation. They’re just... 
big.” 

“Was there any discussion of increased nipple sensitivity?” Jason 
wondered. “Because Sherri had a substantial change — literally to orgasmic 
levels.” 

Sheila turned her head and raised an eyebrow archly. “And you 
know this... how?” 

The blood first rushed out of and then back into Jason’s face. “She 
asked me to do it!” 

“Do what... exactly? To my sister?” 

“She wanted to know if she’d lost sensitivity so she asked me to 
suck on them,” he said defensively. He was blushing as red as a beet. 

Sheila wanted to keep on teasing Jason a little longer, but the giggles 
she’d been bottling up burst out. “Thank heaven!” she chortled at last. 

“You're not mad then?” 

“Oh, no, not a bit!” She waited to speak until she was better 
composed. “When we were teenagers, a lot of boys suddenly lost interest 
in her when they got a look at me. In desperation for her, I used to try to 
hide from them. If someone who’d seen me first paid her some attention, 
it would balance a lot of karmic scales. I couldn't be happier.” 

Jason let out a long breath. “You had me going there! I do like her. 
Pve only seen her twice but a do think there are some sparks there.” Just 
then the sound of a disturbance caused him to look up. “There’s something 
happening around the front door to the theater.” 


“No comment!” yelled Ted as he strong-armed Jason, Sheila and 
a few of the other artists past a shouting gaggle of reporters and paparazzi. 


UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT 
District of Minnesota 


SUMMONS IN A CIVIL CASE 


A Class of Persons Subjected to Involuntary Breast Enlargement 
V. 
The Aurora Light Orchestra 


YOU ARE HEREBY SUMMONED and required to serve 
upon PLAINTIFF’S ATTORNEY an answer to the complaint which is 
herewith served upon you, within 30 days after service of this summons 
upon you, exclusive of the day of service. If you fail to do so, judgment 
by default will be taken against you for the relief demanded in the 
complaint. You must also file your answer with the Clerk of this Court 
within a reasonable period of time after service. 





When all the cast were gathered in the auditorium, he launched into a 
summary of the class action suit that had quickly been filed on behalf of the 
breast-enlarged concert goers. It didn’t last long. “Basically, we’ re doomed. 
Any questions?” 

There was unhappy murmuring among the group. “They can’t 
think we knew this was going to happen, can they?” demanded one of the 
percussionists. 

“Doesn't matter,” someone muttered glumly. “Lack of foreseeability 
stopped being a realistic defense back in the twentieth century.” 

“I don’t see why they’re even bothering. We don’t have a corporate 
parent with deep pockets, and I don’t imagine we have a more than a few 
million in liability insurance. The company’s net assets aren’t even that 
much. You can’t get blood from a turnip.” 

“The publicity value is the prize,” Sheila asserted. “It’s memorable 
in a way that some stupid shareholder strike suit can never be. When asked, 
“What have you handled before?’ these firms will be able to say, ‘Remember 
that audience in Minneapolis that ...* There's no doubt the prospective client 
will remember.” 

Ted made a grimace. “She's hit the nail on the head.” 

There was silence for a time, but during it Sheila was thinking hard. 
She didn’t want the orchestra to fold. Her fun and well paying job was at 
stake. Suddenly she raised her head and said, “What about a ‘hair of the 
dog’ strategy?” 

“Pm not following,” Ted said. 

“Suppose we got this...phenomenon...working for us instead of 








against us? If we could make it happen a second time, we could hold a 
women-only ‘benefit’ concert. Charge, say, $5000 a ticket for women who 
want to grow. We turn over the proceeds to the plaintiffs in the lawsuit. 
They get some money, and their lawyers get more and better publicity than 
they could ever get by just shutting us down.” 

“How could we charge $5000 at ticket?” a male cellist asked. 

“Easily,” said the woman sitting next to him. “You can't get 
augmentation surgery for less than that, and you'd be getting away without 
scars, potential leakage, or capsule formation.” She turned to Ted. “You 
know, I think it might work.” 

“We don’t know what happened the first time,” Ted pointed out. 
“How can we guess whether it will or won’t happen again.” 

“We can experiment,” Sheila declared. “Run a rehearsal with 
someone who wants to be bigger as an audience of one.” 

“Like who?” Ted asked. 

A voice from the back of the room piped up. “T d volunteer,” said 
Tracy, the orchestra’s publicist, whose mammary gifts were uninspiring. 
“Doctors have already examined the affected audience members and found 
nothing pathological about their sudden growth. And I could stand a little 
more...” She let her voice trail off. 

“It's not a little more,” someone declared. 

Tracy considered. “I wonder if we could stop it when I needed a 
D-cup,” she mused. 

“We don’t know that,” Ted reminded her. “It might not happen at 
all, or it might go all the way to the level the audience reached once it’s 
triggered.” 

“Pd still be willing to try it,” Tracy asserted. “And if I end up as 
big as Sheila, too, well that wouldn’t be so bad.” Inwardly, Sheila winced 
to hear the phrase “big as Sheila” again, but said nothing yet. 

“All right,” Ted announced. “We’ll try it. Rehearsal tomorrow as 
scheduled, with the experiment on the docket as well. Tracy, you might 
want to buy a brassiere or two representing possible outcomes. Everyone, 
dismissed until tomorrow.” 

The cast members were quick to disperse, all except for Sheila and 
Jason, who hung back. Once Ted was the only one left in the hall, Sheila 
stepped out. “Ted?” 

Ted turned suddenly. His face took on an assessing look. “I guess 
I shouldn’t be surprised to see you two. It does seem an odd coincidence 
that everyone who grew became exactly as big as our headliner.” 

“Ted, I do think I might know something, but I won't tell it unless 
I have your promise of absolute confidentiality.” 

“You have it,” Ted promised, decisive as always. 

“T think the experiment is doomed to fail unless my twin sister is 
here and plugged in.” 

“All right,” Ted said slowly, absorbing the import of what he’d 


heard. “Suppose I arrange a booth where she can see but not be seen. 
“That would be fine,” Sheila said, letting go of the breath she*d 
been holding. “Pl! talk to her about it.” 


That evening Sheila asked her sister to have herself and Jason over 
to talk about what had happened. Jason noticed that the moment when 
the two sisters came together to hug was entirely different this time as 
their bumpers collided in interesting ways. Shortly after, in Sherri’s living 
room, Sheila made her pitch. “I know Pve at least intimated our secret, 
but I promise you Ted can be trusted. Jason and I need you to at least try 
to make whatever happened, happen again. If we can’t pull this ‘benefit 
concert’ together, the orchestra will fold and Jason and I will be out of the 
greatest job in the world.” 

“I don’t know if it could ever work a second time,” Sherri said. 
“There may be an emotional component to it. I wanted to be as big as you, 
wanted it desperately. Now I am as big as you and I’m content.” She turned 
to display her wondrous new profile. “More than content. If you could only 
feel how sensitive I am now; the least touch makes my toes curl!” 

“But you don’t know that it wouldn't work. Couldn’t you at least 
try?” Jason asked. 

Sherri looked at Jason. Both her vivid dream about him and his 
real life thoughtfulness made her vulnerable to his appeal. “P1 do what I 
can,” she said at last. 


The next day, Sheila found out where Ted had prepared a quiet nook 
for her sister and then smuggled Sherri into place. “Here's the headband. 
I’ve made sure that one of the infrared beams reaches this hiding place.” 

“TIL do my best,” Sherri promised. 

The sisters shared a hasty embrace, the Sheila went out to see how 
things were going with Tracy. The publicist was in a front row seat, with her 
blouse open and her bra removed. She didn’t seem all that self-conscious 
about it; one couldn’t work for this orchestra very long without shedding 
most of ones inhibitions about nudity. Ted was briefing Joan the understudy 
who was to sit with Tracy during the performance. 

“By all accounts nothing happened to the previous audience until 
the last movement. But we don’t know that... the phenomenon... couldn’t 
happen sooner. Keep your eye on Tracy at all times. The witnesses said the 
women were too swept up in their sensations to try to unplug themselves, so 
we’ll assume Tracy won't be able to either. Tracy, show her your preferred 
end size with your hands.” 

Tracy made hemispheres with her hands above her understated 
breasts. “About this big,” she said. 

Ted continued. “When she gets that big, take off 








her headband. If she shows any sign of distress other than the 
normal arousal all our audiences have, pull the plug at once. Okay? 

“Yes, sir,” Joan assured him. 

“All right then, let's hope for the best.” 

Sheila scurried to her own dressing room where she went through an 
abbreviated version of her own preparation routine with Jason. When they 
were called to their places, Sheila and Jason noticed that everyone seemed 
a little nervous. No one knew what, if anything, would happen. Tracy gave 
the orchestra the thumbs up, as if she were confident of a good outcome. 
But Sheila knew she must be as uncertain as everyone else. 

They tuned up, and the conductor guided the orchestra through 
“Bolero.” In her hiding place, Sherri let herself drift with the music and the 
sensations. She hadn’t begun fretting until later, she recalled. But during the 
last piece, Sherri began to try to recall exactly what had happened — how 
she had felt, her roiled emotions. Then when the final movement began, 
she chanted silently as she had a few evenings before: “big as Sheila... big 
as Sheila...” 


At that very moment, in the front row, Joan was keeping a watchful 
eye on her charge. So far, nothing had proceeded differently than at any 
ordinary rehearsal. Tracy was twitching, gripped in an erotic haze but that 
was perfectly normal. Joan glanced at the stage for a moment and saw that 
Sheila was bouncing her boobs in exactly the same way she had started the 
finale a hundred times before. But when she turned back to Tracy, normality 
flew out the window. Tracy’s bared bosom was visibly growing. As though 
two balloons were hidden under the skin on each side of her chest and 
were being inflated, Tracy’s flesh was mounding upwards. Open-mouthed, 
Joan just stared at the phenomenon. She glanced at Tracy’s face. The other 
woman was too transported by the headband-induced bliss to realize what 
was happening to her. Higher and higher Tracy’s breasts surged as the music 
played on, her nipples straining towards the ceiling as Tracy arched her back. 
Suddenly Joan realized she’d forgotten her duty. Just as Tracy reached the 
target size and was surging towards even more abundance, Joan recovered 
her wits and yanked the headband off Tracy’s forehead. 

Tracy gave a yelp as she was thrown back into reality, frantic at 
being left hanging short of the ultimate orgasm that Sheila was about to 
coax out of Jason. But then her face contorted again into wonder as she 
gazed at the perfect full bosom she now possessed. She touched her new 
orbs with wonder. She judged they would exactly fill the D-cup brassiere 
she had brought on speculation of a perfect result. She touched the nipples 
and was rewarded with her normal level of sensation. 

The orchestra finished the piece with the usual flourish, and then 
craned their necks to see if they had accomplished anything. Tracy made 
1t easy for them, standing and displaying her self proudly, turning slowly 


left and right. Once more she assessed how wonderfully firm and shapely 
she was with her hands. 

She looked up at the cast on stage. “If you”1l all excuse me, I have 
a publicity campaign to plan.” She picked up her blouse and her brief case. 
“And $5000 will be for the worst seat in the house!” Everyone in the hall 
began to cheer, even Sherri, though she did it very quietly. 


Plans were put in motion, and finally the day arrived when the 
ensemble was scheduled to attempt to make the magic happen again, this 
time to a full, willing audience. The cast was nervous in spite of their efforts 
to stay focused and do their standard pre-show routines. Suddenly Christy 
rushed backstage after taking a peek from an upper story window. 

“Tt’s pandemonium out there!” she announced. “Reporters and TV 
cameras everywhere. The security guards we hired to escort the audience 
in are working like one-armed wallpaper-hangers. Some of the patrons are 
swaddled in scarves and sunglasses, others posing as if they were on some 
reality show. A total circus!” 

“And our settlement with the plaintiff’s attorneys is iron-clad, 
right?” someone asked Ted. 

“Iron-clad,” Ted assured them. “If we pull this off tonight, their 
clients get the receipts and we get immunity from further suit.” He stood 
up and raised his hands. “So all of you — be about your preps. We’ ve got a 
show to do!” 

Once the cast had reluctantly dispersed, Ted sought out Sherri. She 
had what would have been a choice box seat except that it was draped to 
prevent her from being seen. “Is everything OK here?” he asked. 

“So far as I know,” she answered truthfully. “I really don’t 
understand how this works.” 

“It doesn’t matter how, really, just as long as it does work. We're 
all depending on you. Good luck.” 

“P11 do my best.” 

Ted departed and the curtain slipped back into place. Sherri tried to 
relax, but there were a lot of things to be nervous about. Finally she leaned 
forward and peeped out at the audience. It was the strangest sight: thousands 
of women bare to the waist. Many looked nervous, a few looked fearful. 
Some were embarrassed, but Sherri noticed that they all looked hopeful. 
They were here because they hoped this would improve their lives. Each 
had a reason why they wanted the ultra-femininity the plaintiffs in the 
lawsuit rejected — or pretended to reject for the sake of a windfall payoff. 
Sherri, who had felt the lack of womanly charms most acutely, understood 
them perfectly. She resolved to throw herself fully into her efforts on their 
behalf. 

Ted watched nervously from the wings. The program had gone 
exactly according to the playbill so far, but the all-important final movement 








was still to come. Only one more minute before it began, and his heartburn 
was a five-alarm blaze. He peeked out again at the crowd. Thousands of 
breasts out there, rising and falling together as their possessors panted 
through the penultimate movement. Were any of them as nervous as he was? 
They wanted their reality to change, he wanted his to go back to normal: 
the artists he looked after prosperous and happy at their work. 

There were breasts of many sizes out there. Some of the women 
were already generously endowed and were just getting some icing on their 
cakes. Others had been slighted by nature and would be getting their first 
helping of womanly curves if all went well. 

Finally the moment came. There was a second’s pause, and then 
the tympani began pounding out Sheila’s main theme. She stroked Jason’s 
most favored of all penises unrelentingly. Surely everyone in this all female 
audience now understood how imperious their lovers’ cocks could be after 
this demonstration! He looked frantically for some sign of movement out 
there in the semi-dark of the seating. 

And there it was! All unawares since their consciousnesses were 
captivated by the sensation tracks, the women’s bosoms began gently to rise. 
Ted focused on one in the third row who had begun with nothing but two 
puffy areoles on her chest. Second by second as the music played on, that 
spare ornamentation was augmented by more lush, ripe curvature. Larger 
and larger the mounds became. The moment arrived when the anonymous 
woman had her first cleavage as the two orbs grew to the point where there 
was not enough room on her chest for them to coexist without touching in the 
middle. On and on they rose. When the moment arrived when Jason came 
in time to the music’s pinnacle, the woman’s sympathetic throes vibrated 
a bosom fully equal to Sheila’s or Sherri’s. 

And then it was over. As the audience roused from their pleasure- 
trances, they began to encounter their new-born charms. The woman Ted 
had been tracking in particular blinked in wonder when she looked down 
and saw her own abundance. She hugged her new bosom to herself and 
cried tears of joy. 


It wasn’t long before the house was cleared. The company had 
set up a separate reception hall with high energy foods, knowing from the 
experience of the first audience that the changed would be hungry. Sherri 
remained quietly in her box until her sister, Jason and Ted came to her. 

“Thank you, Miss, for everything you’ve done,” Ted said. “You’ve 
saved us. We're out of the woods. We’ll make up some barely plausible 
theory about discovering some “electromagnetic interference’ that bollixed 
up the system temporarily, but that we’ve now fixed. We can start our next 
tour fresh, and you can go on with your life, your secret safe.” 

“You know, Ted, there is another way,” Jason asserted boldly. 


“What?” the other three said simultaneously. 

“Sherri’s experience of growth wasn't exactly like all the others’. 
She gained an extraordinary nipple sensitivity. Enough to give her a 
nipple orgasm. We could ‘hide her in plain sight’ instead: as an instrument 
performer.” 

“But what if she affected an audience again?” Sheila asked. 

“Hold the stick by the other end,” Jason argued. “What if we 
collected the gate from scheduled ‘growth concerts’ instead of some law 
firm?” 

Ted’s eyes narrowed as he considered the possibilities. “Can you 
really have a nipple orgasm?” he asked Sherri. 

“Yes... and it feels wonderful. But I never thought about... I 
mean... being sexual on stage. That’s a big step. “ 

“That’s true,” Sheila agreed, “but you do get used to it. And as jobs 
go it’s one of the best. High pay, short hours, world travel... and orgasms 
on the company’s nickel.” 

“And a better second date... if you want it,” Jason said, offering 
his most appealing smile. 

Sherri face shifted slowly from dubious to delighted. “Well, it will 
be hard to give up my glamorous life in accountancy for mere show biz. But 
I owe you one, Jason, so I'll give it a try.” She leaned forward and hugged 
him as they all laughed. 


“Pm not going to tell you either,” Ted told Christy at the staff 
meeting. “I gave the consultant a promise of strict confidentiality, and that 
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Deepening the mystery surrounding the case of mass breast enlargement 
that occurred in Minneapolis last February, a spokesman for the Aurora 
Light Orchestra announced recently that they had gained control over 
the unprecedented phenomenon. Starting with their upcoming tour, 
approximately one concert in five will be reserved for patrons wishing 
to be exposed to the enlargement effect. The source of this phenomenon 
continues to elude researchers, and no similar result has followed any 
other use of the tactile sensory technology. The Orchestra has not been 
forthcoming, citing confidentiality clauses in their contract with an unnamed 
technical advisor. 








means cast members, too.” 

Christy stuck her tongue out at Ted, and he put out his right back, 
causing a few chuckles among the cast. Someone piped up, “You can't 
blame us for being curious, though. No one has publicly advanced a credible 
theory about what makes the magic, much less how to turn it on and off. 
And others have used the tactile sensory technology for erotic shows before 
we made it “respectable”.” 

“All true. Pll go as far as to say we seem to have stumbled onto a 
low-probability event that’s unlikely to occur for anyone else. But that’s 
all P'm going to say on that subject. But in other news, I’d like everyone to 
welcome a new cast member who will be joining us after your upcoming 
break.” He flourished his arm at the door and in came the waiting Sherri. 
Everyone looked confused, thinking they were looking at their long time 
colleague Sheila. But they were doubly confused when after a few moments 
the real Sheila stepped in behind her. 

Sheila clarified. “Folks, this is my twin, Sherri. She’s finally decided 
to join her big sister on tour.” 

Sherri waved shyly. “Hi, everyone.” 

Ted took back the floor smoothly. “Unlike her sister, Sherri has 
auditioned as an instrument-performer. She has a mind-bending nipple 
orgasm that our artistic director is drooling to do great things with. And as 
long as we're introducing things, let me show you this...” 

He held up a brassiere, which looked to be of conventional type, 
except for the cable hanging out of it. “We are taking bids for a few thousand 
of these, in various sizes. They have a strain sensor in the cups so that 
when they are full they cut off the sensation system. At growth concerts, 
the patrons can wear these to automatically stop their growth at exactly the 
right moment.” 

There was a murmur of approval from the assembled artists. One of 
them expressed out loud the general thought. “If we can give the customers 
fine control, one concert in five might not meet the demand.” 

“We’ll see how it goes, and then adjust the schedule if needed. 
That's all I had. Is there any new business?” 

Tracy raised her hand for attention. “I need a policy decision on 
a type of inquiry I’ve been getting consistently since we announced the 
growth concerts. It’s from husbands and boyfriends who want to watch it 
happen.” 

Ted shook his head. “Every seat at the special concerts is worth 
a lot of money to us. We have to make use of every seat and headset we 
have.” 

“They’re willing to pay. Full price,” Tracy asserted. 

Joan threw a quizzical look. “They*d pay several thousand dollars 
for a few minutes of watching their girlfriends’ breasts expand?” 

“And gladly so, I take it. The requests sound very sincere.” 

Ted shrugged. “Their money’s as good as anyone else’s, I guess. 


Make up a publicity proposal for me to consider, including whether we 
should have specialized ‘couples’ nights’ or whether a couples section 
should be set aside at each of the growth concerts.” He looked around for 
others who wanted to ask something. Seeing none he said, “That's all the 
news, then. Anyone who wants to go is dismissed, except I’d like for Sherri 
and the understudies to definitely stay.” 

“Uh...why?” Sherri asked. 

“It's customary for the instrument-performers to have a substantial 
say in the choice of sensation-performers who partner them. So suppose 
we go see who is both talented with a nipple and compatible with you?” 

A few minutes later, Sherri was reclining on a strangely configured 
contraption of leather and metal. To her left and right were two young 
women, part of the cast's understudies who hoped to move up to the starting 
roster. They were seated facing her at heights that let their mouths reach her 
nipples without straining. One of the pickup headbands was placed on her 
brow, and her two partners wore feedback bands. Quite a few of the rest 
of the cast were out in the house, wearing the audience bands, intensely 
curious about what a “nipple orgasm” would be like. Sherri was very self- 
conscious, but realized that she’d have to get used to being on display if 
she were going to be a regular part of the cast and not just a ghost lurking 
in a shadowed box seat. 

The pianist sat down at the Steinway. There was a certain score the 
orchestra used for auditions, involving an opening rush, a teasing plateau 
phase and then an orgasmic crescendo. She put the sheet music on the rack 
before her, then counted the time before beginning it. “And five, six, seven, 
eight...” she called, and launched into the music. The two hopefuls bowed 
their heads to Sherri’s bosom and interpreted the melody as nuances of 
movement and suction on her nipples. Sherri’s eyes opened wide, stunned. 
Two mouths were somehow much better than a mouth and a hand! 

In front of the stage, the cast members were transported. As used 
as they were to the extremes of pleasure, this was something new and 
wonderful. Everyone who was experiencing the full sensation track was 
pinned in their seats, their chest muscles twitching as they rode with Sherri 
through the powerful opening. Then during the slower middle section, they 
all moaned mournfully at the way the promised boon, a nipple climax, was 
being dangled out of reach. So when the tempo picked up again, there was 
a mass sigh which shortly became a gasp as this novel, wonderful bliss 
struck them all hard. 

They all panted as if they’d never catch their breaths, but somehow 
two well-favored lads found their strength again when Ted called for the 
next two to audition. As the two new aspirants changed the seat heights to 
suit them selves, someone murmured, “That should give us a lock on the 
Live Music Awards until the next century!” 

Jason and the sisters were at the airport, waiting for Sheila to board 
her flight before he and Sherri proceeded to their own departure gate. 








NOTICE TO CAST MEMBERS 


Our next tour begins in six weeks in Los Angeles. Please 
assemble at 9:00 AM on the 3" at the Harrison Performing Arts 
Pavilion for rehearsals. Performers with bulky equipment may 
check it for transport with the property manager until Friday 

at 5:00 PM. 


Have a nice vacation! 


“Tonight Pll be with my own long suffering boyfriend,” Sheila declared. 
“He’s always ready to burst the first night I’m back. He’s had months alone 
in bed, fantasizing about me performing boob jobs four nights a week. Poor 
guy,” she said affectionately. 

Sherri wondered, “Do you ever do him with your breasts, or is that 
too much of a busman’s holiday?” 

“Oh, I give him a few,” Sheila admitted, “but vacation is the only 
time I get laid, too. My nookie demands I make the most of it.” Just then the 
gate agent called Sheila’s row. “Got to go,” she announced. She embraced 
the other two warmly, then headed for the ramp. “Take care. Don’t do 
anything I wouldn’t do!” she called back over her shoulder. 

“That’s not much of a limitation!” Sherri laughed. “Bye!” 

“See you in Los Angeles! Have fun!” called Jason. 

That evening, after a flight to Vancouver, Sherri and Jason were in 
their cabin on a cruise ship about to depart for a tour of the Inside Passage. 
Sherri, nude, posed in front of Jason. She glanced at her reflection in a mirror, 
pleased at what she saw. “I really am as ‘big as Sheila”,” she murmured. 
She approached Jason with a smoldering look in her eye. “I need practice 
if ’'m going to be as good with them as she is.” She knelt and wrapped her 
bosom lovingly around Jason’s already swollen rod. She pulled, a long slow 
pull upward, and then pushed in a sudden plunging downstroke. 

Jason drew in a sudden breath. “You’re off to a great start, hon!” 
he assured her. 

“But first things first,” Sheila said, releasing him and pushing him 
to lie face up on the bed. “I want to start our vacation just like Sheila’s. 
Nookie first.” She straddled his hips and brought her moistened slit down 
upon him. She felt her labia part and then she enveloped him within her 
womanhood. She sighed happily at the sensation his big cock give her of 
being utterly full. Then suddenly, incongruously, she began to laugh. 

This was not a reaction Jason had ever seen before on similar 
occasions with other women. He was completely nonplussed. “What’s so 
funny?” he demanded. 


She couldn't answer right away as she shook with paroxysms of 
laughter. But she at last got herself under control. She wiped a tear from 
the corner of her eye with the back of her hand. “Oh! It just... you’re so 
big... and when you filled me up I just visualized a funny sight.” 

Jason relaxed a bit. Then, curious, he asked, “And what was this 
sight?” 

Sherri began to move in the ancient rhythm of lovemaking. She 
lowered her chest towards Jason, stroking his torso back and forth with her 
magnificent orbs dangling like slow pendulums. She gauged the separation 
so that her sensitive nipples brushed lightly against him over and over. 
Finally she answered his question. “Well you know Tracy’s plan to have 
some men in the audience who are paying to watch their lovers grow. 
I wondered if anything would happen if instead I chanted, *...as big as 
Jason!” 


The End 





